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Ingrid does not herself have 
strong feelings about such 
matters. She is in fact 
content to watch the 
television, or to acquiesce to 
her husband's amorous interest 
when he feels that urge; she 
has no interest in philosophy. 
But what Mr. Keller says is no 
doubt true, perhaps some of 
the county's youth are quite 
dreadful, with no 

respect Margaret? Yes Margaret 
could perhaps do with more 
discipline, with more aim to 
her life, Though she is not of 
course a bad girl. not one of 
the mindless, disrespectful 
masses. Mr Keller is not 
interested in those, but the 
beauteous Margaret. 
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Mr. Keller has heard of the 
Alpine Girls Club and is 
intensely interested in the 
young people and hoping they 
can be roused out of the torpor 
and decadent craving for 
material goods. 

Ingrid Miller is hearing all 
this in fervant detail. Mr. 
Keller may not be frothing at 
the mouth but his dark eyes 
have the fixed stare of the 
fanstical. It is youth, he 
says, which especially concerns 
him. 

The future is in the hands of 
the young people, Mrs. Miller. 
They will lead us forward, but 
they can only do this if they 
themselves are shown the right 
path. 
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visitor to the neat little 
house. 4 gentleman vistor and 
Edward Miller, man of the 
house,is out on this warm 
September evening: the visitor 
is in intimate tete-a-tete in 
the cosy parlour with Mrs. 
Miller, Ingrid plumply 

attrative still at 42. Edward 
need not be concerned though, it 
is not his Ingrid, that the 
gentleman visitor is interested 
in, No the object of his visit, 
the focus of his interest, is at 
present in the kitchen preparing 
the coffee. Margaret. Margaret 
just turned 19. a pretty girl, a 
tall and striking blonde:as Mr. 
John Keller would say. 


Mr. Keller thought the Alpine Girls 
Club could attract many more young 
women, He has in mind an elite girls 
group. Stunning girls in that black - 
and - white uniform that statuesque 
Margaret wore.The thought is breath- 
taking. Naturally she will need a 
good deal of training... 


Margaret makes an entrance with the 
coffee, Mr. Keller experiences an 
extra thrill of excitement. She 
really is a superb specimen; large 
deep - blue eyes and a thick mane of 
hair.a soft, full-lippedmouth, A 
sensuous, expressive mouth that 
breaks into a polite smile for Mr, 
Keller. A mouth that can also no 
doubt twist in agomy under the 
stimulus of pain, Pain is an 
essential accompaniement to the 
training process, the disciplining. 
That ripe body... 

Margaret's person is simply but 
attractively clothed in a flowered 
blouse and a knee-length skirt. The 
skirt shows the roll and sway of full 
hips,while the blouse,... the front 
of it is to Mr. Keller's hot eyes 
almost stretched to breaking point 
with the thrusting weight of 
Margaret's breasts. She is no doubt 
wearing a brassiere which is good of 
course, it speaks of demureness and 
modesty, but at the same time Mr. 
Keller wishes that she were not, so 
he could see the firm thrust of her 
ripe nipples. When he has her for 
training, she will not wear a 
brassiere. 

Below the skirt...are those tights or 
stockings clinging to the shapely 
calves. Tights are of Course an 
abomination, a girl's thighs should 
be free and bare under her skirt. Mr. 
Keller thinks Alpine Girls will wear 
only stockings, sheer seamed nylons 
tautly fastened at mid-thigh with the 
trim staps of a suspender belt: plain 
white - or it might be for certain 
occasions a formal black. The details 
have yet to be worked out. Mr Keller 
accepts his coffee, although his mind 
is not on this sustaining beverage so 
much as on the Contents of the tight 
blouse behind the proferring hand, 
The ripe mammary glands nod gently 
towards him. 


‘Will you sit down, Margaret? We have 
as it happens been mentioning your 
name, In the context of the Alpine 
Girls Club. Your respected and very 
beautiful mother says...' 


Margaret , flushing slightly, sits 
down opposite thelr guest. 


She knows of Mr. Keller, His name has 
been on the radio, his face once or 
twice on the television, and she has 
also met him, briefly, at a party. He 
is in a small way a celebrity, 


Margaret's big blue eyes are 
shining with excitement, Mr. 
Keller cam paint a most 
alluring picture, one very 
different from her present 
humdrum life with boyfriuend 
Ron and the shop. Television 
lights shine im her head, And 
when she turns to her mother 
there are only smiles of 
entourazement. 

= x x 
It is dusk, a plesantly wam 
evening, Mr. Keller 's car is 
parked at a viewing point 
overlooking the town The 
lights are twinkling dom 
there, like fairy lights, 
Looking out at the tom 
Margaret's heart is 
fluttering., Already it seems 
she has distanced herself 
from the boring monotony of 
that place. 


às such Mr. Keller had a certain 
glamour attached to him. Like her 
mother, Margaret is not especially 
interested in politics. She has a 
mundane job in a shop and she has a 
boyfriend but he does not exactly 
set her on fire. The glamour 
associated with Mr. Keller is 
highly seductive. 

Margaret listens with rapt Interest 
to what Mr. Keller has to say, And 
what he says is of Course one view, 
one aspect. Everything has its 
different sides, slants, aspects, 
which go to make up the whole. A 
prospective young recruit, 
especially this particular so-much- 
desired recruit, does not at this 
stage need to have her mind 
confused with the detail of 
tralning. That will come, of 
course, but it can be glossed over 
now. Now one protrays the 
glamourous side. 
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associated with Mr. Keller is 
highly seductive. 

Margaret listens with rapt interest 
to what Mr. Keller has to say. And 
what he says is of Course one view, 
one aspect. Everything has its 
different sides, slants, aspects, 
which go to make up the whole. A 
prospective young recruit, 
especially this particular so-much- 
desired recruit, does not at this 
stage need to have her mind 
confused with the detail of 
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now. Now one protrays the 
glamourous side. 


He does now take his hand away 
and repeats what he has said. The 
flustered Margaret is forced to 
admit she was daydreaming. ‘Well, 
what I said, was that I want you 
to unbutton your blouse and 
remove your brassiere." 

These words when Margaret 
analyses them are as bad as the 
hand, No: they are worse, much 
worse. He can't... 

‘As I said, Margaret, it is a 
test. To see if you can obey 
orders. In a group such as I am 
forming obedience and discipline 
will from the very keystone of a 
girl's performance. Everything 
else will be set against the 
ability to show unquestioning 
obedience. That will be the first 
requirement of an Alpine Girl. 
Margaret does not now see those 
twinkling lights down there in 
the town, Or perhaps her eyes see 
them but they do not register. 
All her mind can encompass is 
here in the front seat of Mr. 
Keller's car. It is dusk, but not 
yet dark, and the eye when it 5 
accustomed to the half-light can 
see quite clearly. 


Margaret hasn't heard whatever 
it is Mr. Keller has said. she 
should no doubt be concemed 
by his reproach but it is the 
hand now squeezing her breast 
that 1s causing those 
palpitations, her instinct is 
to grab it away but it is not 
just any male hand, it is the 
hand of Mr. Keller. 


Margaret is dressed similarly to 
the way she was yesterday when Mr. 


Keller visited: in blouse and skirt. 


she has a light coat on top but it 
is open and his hand has gone 


breathtakingly in under the coat to 


the tight-stretched cotton of her 
blouse. she gasps... 


‘Yes, Miss?' You were not dreaming I 


hope, Girls in the Club mst keep 
alert and attentive when I'm 
talking. 


She can see now only the 
sparkling glitter that was hidden 
before, The twinkling lights out 
there and she is here sitting 
next to Mr. Keller in his 
glamourous, luxurious car. He is 
talking, about the Apline Girls 
Club, but Margaret's head is 
swimming with the excitement of 
it all and she is not really 
listening. She is broken out of 
this state however as Mr. Keller 
leans over, his face coming 
close. And his hand...comes up to 
cup one full breas 
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which 15 responding. $tiffeming. In 
his fingers, Both ripe nipples 
blatantly erect, stiff. 'Very good, 
they are splendid, mmmn? You have a 
splendid body. Truly splendid.' The 
hand under the near-side breast 
jigglies it. 

‘Now put your blouse on again, Just 
ithe blouse. We will go out. It is a 
lovely evening, eh Margaret?’ 

Her ordeal is over. Margaret can 
breathe more freely although what has 
happened is still there pulsating in 
her head, There is too the fact that 
she has no bra on now, only the blouse 
tightly buttoned over her nude breasts 
that Mr. Keller has so intimately 
handled, Outside the car there is no 
one else, no other cars, it is just 
herself and Mr. Keller. Who has gone 
to the trunk of the car. Opening it. 
And closing, He has now she sees a 
stick in his hand. It is a cane, a 
bamboo Cane, 

Mr. Keller smiling in the half-light 
‘Now something else. Another little 
test, A test of discipline, essential 
to all young people. The cane. We will 
Cane your bottom, Can you lift your 
skirt? And take dom your knickers . ' 
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Can this be happening? Here in the 
little parking place above the town? 
Her skirt up round her waist and her 
knickers down close to her knees. 
Margaret lying face-down over the 
trunk of the car, its cool metal 
against her body. Stretched out with 
her bottom bare in the half-light, 
twin ripe moons glimmering palely in 
the gloom. And standing over her 
with the cane in his hand; Mr.Keller, 
A New Alpine Girl, Offering a bared 
bottom to prove her obedience to the 
club. Accepting the searing kiss of 
the cane. Mr. Keller's cane rises 
and whips down, A gasping grunt. 
Margaret managesto stifle anything 
worse, an outright scream, for fear 
of attracting attention in this 
public place. But the pain is mind- 
bending. shattering. 

As it is with the next stroke.., 

And the next... 
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'This weekend 'Margaret , 
tells her mother, ے'‎ camping 
trip. tralning' 


He is going to be medical adviser to 
the club.This is a new dimension. 
Margaret has not been told of this 
aspect before. not until five minutes 
ago when the two men arrived, The 
Alpine Girls, Mr. Keller says will 
get regular medical check-ups to be 
sure they are always in the pink of 
Condition. And there is also the 
other aspect. 

‘Are you a virgin, Margaret?; Mr, 
Keller calmly asks. 

It is not a question a girl is 
prepared for, out of the blue. 
Margaret colours, and shakes her 
head.'That will need to be recorded.' 
Mr, Keller says. "Together with other 
aspects of physical health. There 
will be regular examinations, Virgin 
girls will be required to remain in 
the state of virginity. They will 
only be allowed to commence sexual 
intercourse after getting permission 
from a senior member of the Club, 
Girls who are not virgins, as you say 
is your own case, will employ 
hygienic contraceptive measures under 
the strict guidance of Dr. Edwards.’ 
Margaret blinks, Mr, Keller's words 
roll around in her head, opening up 
avenues she has not contemplated, Dr. 
Edwards is giving her an appraising 
look. He is Mr. Keller's age, middle- 
aged, not exceptional looking but 
somehow the thought of being 
intimately examined by him sends 
shivers through Margaret, He repeats 
what Mr. Keller has said; ‘Yes, a 
quick shower, then I'll have a good 
look at you, On the bed here will do 
nicely, Margaret's parents are out, 
The house is empty apart from herself 
and these two men.She glances from 
one to the other, There is no point 
arguing and it would no doubt seem 
silly if she did. An examination is 
and examination. 
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It is another of those 
Situations when the mind 
desperatly wishes to shut out 
what is happening, but it is not 
possible to do this. Margaret 
can close her eyes at least. 
Perhaps that will help. She 
can't see.,.But she has still 
the sense of touch. Dr. Edward's 
hand. Perhaps with the eyes 
closed the sense of touch is 
heightened, more acute.,The 
fingers are opening her. Sliding 
in, Margaret shudders as Dr. 
Edward's fingers find her 
sensitive centre. Her 
clitoris...'This .It is 
sensitive...? Yes..,of course..' 
He is massaging it, bringing 
little moans from Margaret's 
lips. It is swollen like her 
nipples. Her whole body is 
throbbing.'Tell me, Do you do 
this?' 
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‘What about your employer?’ 

‘Mr. Keller asks. 'With a very 
attractive girl...well, she is 
frequently under pressure in that 
direction, 

Margaret shakes her head. She is 
sweating a little now. Dr. Edwards 
is still toying with her nipples. 
They are very sensitive and he has 
got the fully aroused. tingling. 
No, she repeats. No one except her 
boyfriend Ron, 

‘Well we will certainly need to 
know all the details, Dr. Edwards 
says, ‘When you started, frequency 
etc. And we will anyway have to 
consider that relationship. 
Inquiries will have to be made in 
regard tothat young man: to ensure 
he is an acceptable sexual 
Contact. ...but now let us 
proceed.If you will lie on the bed. 
On your back of course. Open your 
legs...with your knees raised, ' 


She fought the need to cross her arms 
over those splendid mammaries and the 
thick golden tuft at the top of her 
thighs, but she can't do this: she 
must stand straight, her arms at her 
sides, her splendid body is not to be 
hidden from these two men. It seems to 
have become excessively hot in the 
little room, Margaret can feel her 
cheeks burning. Her big nipples are 
erect, thrusting pink thumbs, Dr. 
Edward's hand comes out to one, taking 
11 between his fingers. 

"How many sexual partners, Margaret? 
ând frequency of contact? We will need 
to Enow all the details.' It is only 
Ron, he is the only person Margaret 
has had sex with. Hot-faced she 
answers Dr. Edwards. And 1t has not 
been frequent: she is not really keen 
to be doing it before she is married, 
Margaret answers truthfully, scared 
that 1f she doesn't it will 
immediately show on her face, 


Yourself?Mas turbation...How often 
do you masturbate,.? 
Margaret stumbled out an 
untruthful denial, though she 
isn't yet aware of it, she is 
going to be required to submit to 
examinations and questioning very 
regularly indeed, and these will , 
for the most part, be carried out 
in Dr. Edward's well -equipped 
consulting rooms, There will also 
be, though here again she doesn't 
know it , certain experiments 
Connected with her body's reaction 
to strenous exercise; before the 
next week is out, she will find 
herself pedalling furiously on an 
exercise cycle, inside a plastic 
bag designed to make her perspire 
as much as possible; she will be 
running on the spot, naked, doing 
star-Jumps, press-ups, 
but for now, there is Dr.Edward's 
face looking up at hers from 
between her legs: 'Come now, 
Margaret- you are a healthy young 
woman: I'm sure you do masturbate, 
don't you-' 

* * * 
Mr. Keller's car, travelling at 
high speed on the motorway. It is 
not being driven by Mr. Keller 
this morning however but by his 
dark-suited chauffeur, Mr. Keller 
is in the other front seat and 
Margaret is in the rear with Dr. 
Edwards. Mr. Keller and Dr. 
Edwards are dressed as when they 
came to the house earlier, in 
sport shirts amd trousers. 
Margaret is dressed in her ‘field 
outfit’ . a khaki shirt and a knee 
length dark blue skirt. with these 
are dark seam mylons and black 
flat-heeled shoes, The Khaki shirt 
is open-necked and it is tight 
across Margaret's large breasts. 
There is nothing under the shirt, 
no brassiere, and the thrust of 
her nipples can be clearly seen. 
under the dark skirt is a white 
suspender belt fastening the 
stockings, but that is all 
Margaret has no knickers on, The 
countyside flashes by as the 
powerful car speeds only Mr. 
Keller is conversing with his 
Chauffeur. In the back Margaret 58 
sitting tensely, an anxious look 
on her pretty face. The cause of 
this is primarily Dr. Edward's 
hand which has gone up her skirt 
and is at the top of the sheer 
nylons where they are fastened by 
the suspender straps, There is 
also what Dr. Edwards is saying in 
quiet, Condidential tones, ‘That 
young man ‚Margaret, That 
relationship will probably have to 
be terminated.' The hand slides 
further up. Margaret swallows, She 
is feeling slightly dizzy again,, 
as she was earlier when she had to 
stand nude in front of the two men. 
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finding one other girl is a 
relief for Margaret: she is no 
longer alone. She can think of a 
hundred things to ask Helen but 
there is no time now, Those 
tents, though. Does Helen know 
what they will have to do? Helen 
gives a quizzical smile and 
shakes her head, ‘Something 
unpleasant I expect. In the 
interests of discipline of 
course they will say, 

That is hardly reassuring but 
there is not time for more as 
they have to take the drinks. In 
the room the four men are 
sitting in armchairs, Mr. Keller 
gets to his feet as the drinks 
ae handed round, ‘Well my 
friends, shall we allow our 
charming Companions a drink as 
well at this stage - before they 
give us a demonstration of how 
they can undergo discipline? Or 
perhaps afterwards?;As he says 
this Margaret suddenly notices 
what is lying on the table to 
the side. It is a cane. It could 
very well be the same one that 
Mr. Keller had in his car 
earlier in the week. The one 
which Margaret had to take on 
her bare bottom while lying over 
the trunk. 


The camp is not out in the forest, 
It is in the garden, the grounmds, 
of a large house. And it would seem 
it is not a large gathering of 
Campers. There are just two small 
tents to be seen at the edge of the 
large lawn as the car rolls up the 
driveway. Two tents - and there are 
just two girls. Margaret and one 
other, 

Helen Brown her name is. She is 
dressed in a similar outfit to 
Margaret. She is a pretty girl of 
about the same age but in Contrast 
is brunette. She is in the hallway 
of the house when Margaret is taken 
in by her two Companions - the 
chauffeur is parking the car. 
two girls are introduced and 
Margaret is also introduced to two 
other men who are already here with 
Helen. Margaret hears their names 
but they do not register: she is 
feeling somewhat weak-kneed from 
what Dr. Edwards has been doing in 
the car and now suddenly there is 
this house and these other people to 
take in. And outside those tents. 

The men go through into a reception 
room while the girls are told to get 
some drinks. Helen leads the way 
through to the kitchen;she seems to 
know her way around. At least 


The 


He gives a little laugh. ‘Yes of 
course. But we may still not want 
one of our elite girls to be having 
sexual contact with such a person, 
You see you will be 

a .,.ah,,.Companion for very 
important persons. And we must be 
careful of health or hygiene. 

The hand is pushing down between 
Margaret's bare thighs. ‘Anyway, we 
will discuss all that. just relax 


now,' Dr, Edward's face comes close, 


his voice soft in her ear. ‘Lie 
back. Relax... and part your legs, 
You're a responsive girl,eh? 

Can the chauffeur see what Dr, 
Edwards is doing? In the driving 
mirror?' Margaret shivers but does 


what Dr. Edwards says, Lies 
back...and reluctantly parts her 
legs, "She does not relax though, 


that is not possible, There is what 
Dr. Edwards has just said and there 
is what he is now doing. What he 
also did earlier when he examined 
her on the bed.{'I am testing your 
responses.) Dr. Edward's fingers 
have found Margaret's clitoris. 
is masturbating her. | 
* 


He 


* 
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As she sees the cane and all this 
rushes back she is also aware that 
she has no knickers on. Helen 
possibly is in the same situation. 
One ofthe other men is saying, 'Let 
them give thelr demonstration first. 
Then we will see if they deserve a 
drink." 

There are sounds of good-humoured 
assent-from the men at least. Neither 
girl says anything. Mr. Keller has 
gone over to the table. He picks up 
the cane. ‘Yes. It will be an 
excellent start to our weekend. I 
think. Take your skirts off then, 
girls, if you please. ' 

Margaret stands numb. Fortunately it 
is Helen who is holding the tray, 
otherwise it quite possibly would 
have dropped to the floor. She is to 
be caned, in front of these four men. 
She has to take her skirt off and of 
Course, she has nothing underneath. 
She feels faint, Helen at least is 
doing as instructed. She has gone to 
place the tray on the table and her 
hands have gone to the waist of her 
skirt. she is sliding it down. 
"Margaret Miller!' Mr. Keller says 
sharply. 

Margaret's hands somehow also move to 
her waist. Helen's skirt is off now. 
She is dressed the same as Margaret. 
that is there are dark stockings 
fastened with a white suspender belt 
but that is all: she has no knickers 
on, She is standing at attention her 
hands at her sides, Below the tail of 
the khaki shirt there is a thick tuft 
of black hair contrasting with the 
creamy pale of her flesh. 


ee سس سو‎ OE FECA EDA AROS 


Carey-Anne tilted her head down slightly so that she 
could see past her legs to the table where the dull length 
of rattan lay, its curved handle visible over the edge with 
what looked like black tape wound round to form a thick 
grip. She shivered involuntarily. 

The telephone at last clattered back onto its rest and 
she heard the rattle of the cane as it was picked up once 
again, followed by a short, sharp experimental swish 
through the air accompanied by a flinch-inducing low 
whistle. 

‘Have you been beaten before, Maxwell?’ 

‘No, Mr Morton.’ 

‘Ah well, there’s a little surprise in store, I think.’ 

“YES, SIE. 

工 m going to give you the full six, so that you learn 
we won't tolerate that sort of behaviour from senior 
Guides. Is that clear?’ 

A clearing of the throat, followed by a stifled 
confirmation. 

He pulled the skirt higher, the cane brushing against 
her back as he made the necessary adjustments: a light 
dusting of fine fair hair just above the waistband of her 
briefs caught the sun as he moved out of the beam. 

Moving round to stand by Carey-Anne’s left hip, he rais- 
ed the flexible length and let it come down in a gentle 
curve to touch gently across the full swell of the prof- 
fered buttocks. She flinched as the wood touched her 
through the stretched cotton, anticipating its next sting- 
ing arrival. The waiting was excruciating as he measured 
the distance again and coughed prior to asking if she was 
ready. 

eyes.’ 

The jangle of the telephone broke the intense silence, 
and Carey-Anne’s body — tensed for the first stroke — 
visibly quivered as she saw him stride irritably back to 
the desk. 

‘Sorry, who?...Oh, put them through, would 
you?...Maxwell, wait outside for a moment.’ 

Carey-Anne rose and folded her skirt down again as she 
left the room hurriedly, the dampness of fear between 
her legs. It was a full ten minutes until she was called 
back. 

There was no preamble: ‘Skirt up and bend over.’ She 
moved swiftly to obey, the irritation on his face an in- 
centive to get it over with quickly. He flexed the rattan 
repeatedly as she resumed the now familiar position. 

During her absence from the room, he noticed, she had 
hitched down her briefs to cover those two enticing aréas 
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Th ant’s body weaved frantically to and fro, see- 
ing a way across the yawning crevasse in its path. 
Carey-Anne noticed its panicked movements as she 
stared at the polished wooden boards only 18 inches 
away. She moved her fingers slowly across the floor un- 
til they bridged the gap between two boards. The ant, 
seizing the opportunity, rushed across the temporary 
crossing and continued on its way to the skirting, where 
it disappeared from sight. 

Carey-Anne sighed once more. The half-open window 
to her right allowed a cool breeze to play across her bare 
legs, the thighs taut in her bent posture, the skirt lifted 
and thrown almost carelessly up her back to expose the 
inadequate expanse of thin cotton which constituted her 
briefs. 

This was her first visit to his office under such cir- 
cumstances. The anticipation of coming events caused 
another flutter of nervousness in her stomach and a tingl- 
ing in her nether regions. Her mouth was dry as she listen- 
ed to the voice behind her confirming travel ar- 
rangements for them to play an extra sports fixture in two 
weeks’ time. She continued to concentrate on the floor, 
her fingers outstretched, just brushing the toes of her 
black pumps, the crisp white socks contrasting with the 
light tan of her calves. 

He looked round from the "phone to see the girl still 
bent over, a plump crescent of pale flesh having escaped 
from the confines of her briefs on each side the tantalis- 
ing apex hidden from view. She looked steadfastly at the 
floor. 

The opportunity to beat this attractive young miscreant 
had occurred completely by chance. And to give it up 
would have been shame indeed. 

The sun, slanting diagonally across the room in the late 
afternoon, caught her pale blue knickers in its golden 
glare and made her bottom appear to glow in comparison 
to the remainder of her body, still in shadow. 


getting back from that Guide meeting,’ her sister 
demanded. 

‘Oh, I had to see Old Morton.’ 

‘And?’ 

“And what?’ 

“What happened? 

‘I got the cane, actually,’ Carey-Anne admitted with a 
hint of pride. 

‘No!’ 

“Want to see?’ She didn’t wait, but lifted up her dress- 
ing gown to reveal the six purpling welts, to another ex- 
clamation from her sister. 

‘I don’t believe it! He must have hit you awfully hard. 
God, you got SIX, ’ she exclaimed. 

Cheryl gently ran her fingertips over the corrugations, 
causing Carey-Anne to wince: ‘Sorry! Hey, did he make 
you take your knicks down, you naughty girl: bare botty 
and all that?’ 

‘No, he bloody didn’t,’ came the indignant response. 

‘God, imagine! Why did you let him cane you, you’re 
supposed to be looking after the Guides, aren't you? In 
charge while Mrs Bennett’s away? What would she say?’ 
The questions continued to tumble out. ‘What was it for, 
anyway?’ 

‘I left one of the juniors behind at the camp site last 
weekend, and her parents complained.’ 

‘Not surprised!’ 

“Thanks! 

“So what did he say: ‘Bend over, my lass, I'm going to 
beat you’, or what?’ Cheryl giggled, the idea of her eigh- 


of bare cheek. The room was suddenly darker, the sun 
having apparently fallen out of the sky, reflecting his 
mood as the cane swished and bit fiercely six times into 
her thinly-protected bottom. 

Carey-Anne swayed onto her toes with each stroke, 
striving to hold her position as the smarting, burning, cut- 
ting rod was slashed across her buttocks. 

It was over more quickly than she had thought possi- 
ble, the strokes following one another in a rapid tattoo 
of pain, building to an unbearable crescendo, her breath 
hissing in short gasps through clenched teeth, until she 
was able to shoot upright after the final blow to grab at 
the bruised flesh with both hands whilst emitting little 
“whooops” of amazement at how much it still hurt. The 
cane rattled down onto the desk. 

‘Right, now get out, Maxwell, and don’t let me see you 
in here again like this.’ 

“No, Mr Morton,’ Carey-Anne agreed as she shuffled 
towards the door, smoothing her skirt into place and 
brushing her hair back off her face. 

As she lay naked on her bed at home an hour later, she 
ruminated on the merits of corporal punishment. It had 
certainly hurt, but at least it had been over quickly — 
when it finally came. 

The cool evening air fanned the swollen ridges which 
crossed her pale cheeks. A knock at the door. 

‘It’s Cheryl: can I come in?’ 

‘Hang on a min!’ Carey-Anne chucked on a dressing 
gown: ‘OK!’ 

“What happened to you, then? You were hellish late 


to the invitingly protruding curves of her behind as her 
buttocks undulated gently beneath the fabric. Mr Fox 
smiled. So did Mr Morton. 

“Pm going to give you two doses of six of the best, this 
time. You'd better get your trousers off first.’ 

Mr Morton pulled the three blinds across one wall of 
the large room, which was dominated by a snooker table. 
Carey-Anne undid the buttons at her waist and eased the 
slacks off her bottom and down to mid-thigh. 

‘Right off, if you please.’ 

Down they came, as she kicked off the shoes and lifted 
first one leg, then the other, and pulled them off, carefully 
folding them across a chair back. Mr Fox suppressed a 
smirk of approval at the girl’s firm form — lissom, 
smooth, and soft in the right places. 

The knickers were taut across the teenager’s buttocks, 
the division between the cheeks just visible, the puff of 
hair at the apex of her thighs tantalisingly discreet. 

‘And the shirt,’ Mr Morton confirmed, noticing that she 
was not wearing a bra. 

‘But...’ 

‘Get on with it, girl) came the snapped response. 

Carey-Anne swore inwardly at her earlier decision to 
dispense with a bra as she swiftly unbuttoned her shirt 
and pulled it back to expose two firm, bouncing breasts 
pale against the tan of her chest. She tossed the shirt over 
the same chair, and faced the two men, head aloof. 

“Here's a saucy one,’ mumbled Mr Fox. 

‘I want you to sign this form agreeing to be disciplin- 
ed.’ Mr Morton shoved a clipboard at the girl, and she 
scribbled a signature at the bottom of the sheet without 
reading it. ‘And date it, please.’ She handed it back, aware 
of Mr Fox’s gaze on her bosom. 

‘Mr Fox is going to administer a spanking before you 
are caned: are you ready?’ she nodded, a dampness bet- 
ween her legs and under her arms betraying her embar- 
rassment and nervousness. She licked her lips. 

‘Come here,’ ordered Mr Fox. Grabbing her left wrist, 
he pulled her firmly over his lap until she was balanced 
perfectly, fingertips and toes on the floor. Fingers gripp- 
ing the waistband of her knickers, he pulled them down, 
and Carey-Anne rolled her hips to permit their downward 
progress unhindered until they rested at mid-thigh. 

His hand rested on the soft roundness of her bare right 
cheek, slapping it lightly so that it quivered. He stroked 
the smooth flesh, down her thigh, across to the other leg, 
and onto her left buttock. 

The spanking was vigorous, the impact of palm and 
bottom evidenced by the jiggling mounds, reddening then 
deepening in colour, the crack of each smack resounding 
round the room. 

Carey-Anne was breathing heavily. The spanking was 
a great deal harder than she had anticipated, the stinging 
and smarting building then dying, the rapid tattoo 
building and fading, until she felt his hand rest on her 
left thigh, slapping it lightly, before administering a re- 
sounding two smacks on each thigh which made her yelp 
loudly for the first time. 

She struggled to her feet, grasping her glowing bottom 
with both hands before reaching for her knickers. 

“Don't bother, you won't be needing them,’ advised 
Mr Morton, swishing the slender crook-handled cane 
menacingly. 

He gripped her wrist and led her, shuffling with 
knickers round her knees, to the snooker table, where 
he pushed her over the green baize until her breasts were 
flattened by the fabric stretched over the cool slate. If 
only her backside could benefit from that coolness, she 
thought. 

‘Arms out to the side, feet apart.’ The order was follow- 
ed by a shuffling of feet until her knickers restricted their 
further progress. “Take them off.’ Carey-Anne stood and 
allowed them to drop to her ankles before kicking off 


teen year old big sister getting whacked on the bum was 
suddenly a source of great amusement. 

‘It wasn’t very pleasant, actually, Cheryl, so you can 
stop taking the piss.’ 

‘Sorry.’ 

Carey-Anne stood by the full length mirror looking at 
the alarming stripes across her cheeks, and gave a shud- 
der at the thought of what it had been like. The waiting 
was the worst, she thought. Little did she realise... 

The hot air in the room was stirred unwillingly by the 
little fan, as Mr Morton and young Alison Fox’s father 
stood arguing about Carey-Anne Maxwell and her 
‘dereliction of duty’ as Mr Fox insisted on calling it. 

“You say you've taken appropriate disciplinary 
measures, Mr Morton, but how do I know they fit the 
crime? My Alison could have been wandering about those 
woods all night, you know.’ 

‘I appreciate that, of course, but she has been punish- 
ed. Actually, she was caned.' 

‘Caned eh? On the hand, I suppose.’ 

‘On the buttocks, Mr Fox. 

‘Oh!’ The voice rose an octave with a combination of 
surprise and interest. 

“How many?” ‘Six of the best.’ “Not enough.’ ‘Pardon?’ 
“Not enough, I said, Mr Morton.’ ‘And what would you 
suggest?’ 

‘At least a dozen,’ nodded Mr Fox piously, ‘bare, of 
course.’ 

‘This is a young lady of 18, you know, not some 
schoolgirl.’ 

‘Nevetheless.’ 

‘Mr Morton thought for a moment. The idea of ad- 
ministering a second, admittedly well-deserved beating 
to the delicious Carey-Anne’s bottom — her bare bottom 
— was something he found appealing. Very appealing. 

‘Very well,’ Morton agreed. I will contact the girl. ‘Do 
you wish to witness the punishment?’ knowing the 
answer would be affirmative. Mr Fox merely inclined his 
head. 

Mr Morton picked up the phone: ‘Is Carey-Anne there, 
please? It’s Mr Morton.’ 

‘It’s old Morton,’ hissed Cheryl, ‘wonder what he 
wants!’ 

Carey-Anne couldn’t believe the conversation she was 
having, trying not to reveal the essence of it to Cheryl 
who was hnging around at the top of the stairs. “Yes, Mr 
Morton, I understand, but...’ 

The receiver clattered back onto the rest. 

“What did he want, then?’ 

‘Oh nothing, just checking on next Saturday, that’s all.’ 

Cheryl was disappointed. 

Saturday was a steaming hot day as Carey-Anne pulled 
on a cotton shirt, not bothering with a bra, and plain 
white cotton knickers which she checked covered both 
cheeks properly, hitching them down in the mirror before 
bending over to see how much they rode up. Should be 
OK. A pair of blue cotton slacks were pulled, tugged over 
the swell of her rump, a final check of the make-up. 

She had been ringing the bell for what seemed an age, 
when Mrs Morton answered the door. ‘Ah, Carey-Anne 
Maxwell, isn’t it? My husband’s not back yet, so make 
yourself at home in the living room. He won't be long, 
and I have to go out now.’ 

Carey-Anne nodded: ‘Thank you, Mrs Morton.’ 

It was some fifteen minutes before the front door 
slammed shut and she heard men’s voices. Two men! 

‘This is Mr Fox, Maxwell, Alison’s father.’ 


‘Err....hello.’ 
‘Afternoon, young lady. Ready for your medicine?’ 
‘Errr...’ 


‘Mr Fox will be witnessing your punishment, as I told 
you. Through into the games room, please.’ 
Carey-Anne led the way, the eyes of both men falling 
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both knickers and shoes and resuming her position. 

‘Feet apart,’ the order repeated. ‘Further.’ Carey-Anne, 
aware by instinct of the direction of the men’s gaze, push- 
ed her now bare feet across the wooden floor. The in- 
timate folds revealed, she almost cried at the humiliation 
of her position. Her fingers, flat on the baize, reached out 
to the sides she could not reach, and she was forced to 
stand almost on tiptoe now that her feet were so far apart. 

‘Excellent. Stay there, Maxwell.’ 

The two men left her exposed over the table, to think 
about what was coming. She shifted position so that her 
hips were more comfortably placed on the edge of the 
table, and tensed as footsteps returned. 

Nothing was said. The now familiar rattle of the cane 
as it was picked up, the silent flexing imagined rather than 
heard, an experimental swish, laying across the cheeks 
to measure distance and trajectory, then the blinding, 
slashing pain as the first stroke arrived, making her fingers 
attempt to dig into the hard table surface. 

The second and third strokes drove her, if it were possi- 
ble, further over the unmoving table. The already red- 
dened flesh sprang up with the new double marks of the 
cane, short in length across each cheek, the end of the 
cane flailing round her right hip to bite deep into her up- 
per thigh. 

Six strokes given. Six received. The tears dropped gent- 
ly from her face onto the green swarth, darkening the 
fabric and spreading slowly, like the pain in her striped 
rump. 

Silence. The two men leaving the room, the sound of 
voices, glasses, water. Oh what she would give for a glass 
of water. The tears had stopped, and Carey-Anne chang- 
ed position again to relieve the aching thighs and calves 
caused by her stretched position. Outside the window, 
she could hear the sound of a lawn-mower now near, 
now far. Probably next door. Her heart quickened at the 
thought they might have heard her cry out, for she had 
on a number of occasions while the six strokes rained 
down. 

It must have been only minutes, but it seemed longer, 
as she heard the steady tread of her tormentors return- 
ing. Swiftly, she resumed the position. Mr Morton walk- 
ed to the far end of the table and picked up the triangle 
of wood keeping the balls captive. She felt the sharp cor- 
ners pushing against her legs just above her knees, sliding 
slowly higher, forcing her legs further apart. 

‘It'll be a useful measure of your position, young lady. 
If you drop it, there’s an extra stroke in store.’ 

The wood was now pushing uncomfortably into the 
soft flesh of her inner thighs, and she wriggled slightly 
to ease the discomfort. She felt it stop sliding, and a hand, 
rough, stroked her thigh and across both tramlined 
buttocks. 

The rattle of the cane again, and almost immediately 
the sting of its return, just above the crease with her 
thighs, where the cheeks were best padded. And again, 
almost in the same place. Again, higher, the noise of its 
approach higher it seemed, the pain intense as it burned 
a path from hip to hip. Three to go. She tensed her legs 
anew, and the taunting, lashing length of malacca bit deep 
across the bare target. A pause, and the final stroke across 
the backs of her thighs forced a high-pitched yelp of pro- 
test and a clatter as the triangle hit the floor. 

Carey-Anne stood. ‘Get down.’ She paused. ‘Bend 
Over.’ 

She slowly inclined her body, her eyes swimming with 
tears at the injustice of it all, and the cane snapped across 
her cheeks before her breasts touched the baize. 

The tears flowed freely, as she slumped over the table, 
shoulders shaking with relief that it was over. Behind, 
the men nodded approvingly at one another. 

Justice had not only been done, but had been seen to 
be done. 
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both knickers and shoes and resuming her position. 

‘Feet apart,’ the order repeated. ‘Further.’ Carey-Anne, 
aware by instinct of the direction of the men’s gaze, push- 
ed her now bare feet across the wooden floor. The in- 
timate folds revealed, she almost cried at the humiliation 
of her position. Her fingers, flat on the baize, reached out 
to the sides she could not reach, and she was forced to 
stand almost on tiptoe now that her feet were so far apart. 

‘Excellent. Stay there, Maxwell.’ 

The two men left her exposed over the table, to think 
about what was coming. She shifted position so that her 
hips were more comfortably placed on the edge of the 
table, and tensed as footsteps returned. 

Nothing was said. The now familiar rattle of the cane 
as it was picked up, the silent flexing imagined rather than 
heard, an experimental swish, laying across the cheeks 
to measure distance and trajectory, then the blinding, 
slashing pain as the first stroke arrived, making her fingers 
attempt to dig into the hard table surface. 

The second and third strokes drove her, if it were possi- 
ble, further over the unmoving table. The already red- 
dened flesh sprang up with the new double marks of the 
cane, short in length across each cheek, the end of the 
cane flailing round her right hip to bite deep into her up- 
per thigh. 

Six strokes given. Six received. The tears dropped gent- 
ly from her face onto the green swarth, darkening the 
fabric and spreading slowly, like the pain in her striped 
rump. 

Silence. The two men leaving the room, the sound of 
voices, glasses, water. Oh what she would give for a glass 
of water. The tears had stopped, and Carey-Anne chang- 
ed position again to relieve the aching thighs and calves 
caused by her stretched position. Outside the window, 
she could hear the sound of a lawn-mower now near, 
now far. Probably next door. Her heart quickened at the 
thought they might have heard her cry out, for she had 
on a number of occasions while the six strokes rained 
down. 

It must have been only minutes, but it seemed longer, 
as she heard the steady tread of her tormentors return- 
ing. Swiftly, she resumed the position. Mr Morton walk- 
ed to the far end of the table and picked up the triangle 
of wood keeping the balls captive. She felt the sharp cor- 
ners pushing against her legs just above her knees, sliding 
slowly higher, forcing her legs further apart. 

‘It'll be a useful measure of your position, young lady. 
If you drop it, there’s an extra stroke in store.’ 

The wood was now pushing uncomfortably into the 
soft flesh of her inner thighs, and she wriggled slightly 
to ease the discomfort. She felt it stop sliding, and a hand, 
rough, stroked her thigh and across both tramlined 
buttocks. 

The rattle of the cane again, and almost immediately 
the sting of its return, just above the crease with her 
thighs, where the cheeks were best padded. And again, 
almost in the same place. Again, higher, the noise of its 
approach higher it seemed, the pain intense as it burned 
a path from hip to hip. Three to go. She tensed her legs 
anew, and the taunting, lashing length of malacca bit deep 
across the bare target. A pause, and the final stroke across 
the backs of her thighs forced a high-pitched yelp of pro- 
test and a clatter as the triangle hit the floor. 

Carey-Anne stood. ‘Get down.’ She paused. ‘Bend 
Over.’ 

She slowly inclined her body, her eyes swimming with 
tears at the injustice of it all, and the cane snapped across 
her cheeks before her breasts touched the baize. 

The tears flowed freely, as she slumped over the table, 
shoulders shaking with relief that it was over. Behind, 
the men nodded approvingly at one another. 

Justice had not only been done, but had been seen to 
be done. 
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"You must learn to respond 
immediately, Margaret, You cannot 
stop and consider an order.It is Mr. 
Keller of course talking, Margaret 
is now Standing like Helen. She has 
forced herself to follow the other 
girl's example and has removed her 
skirt. They are both ow standing at 
attention in their shirts and very 
little else: or to be precise black 
shoes and dark nylons and white 
suspender belts. Like Helen Margaret 
forces herself to stand straight 
with her hands at her sides in spite 
of what she is thereby showing to 
the four men. Three are seated in a 
semi-circle before her. Mr. Keller 
Standing to the side, taps 
Margaret's bare thigh with his cane. 
‘We must do better, eh?' 'Y, yes , 
she stammers trying not to think of 
the four pairs of male eyes 
inevitably focused on the blonde 
tuft adorning pale flesh and framed 
by the front straps of her suspender 
blet, 

‘Yes , so perhaps we should start 
with you, Margaret, Bend yourself 
over the table, We will see if you 
can do better at receiving the cane. 
I would like you to take it in 
Silence, wthout crying out. And to 
keep your bottom perfectly still for 
the cane, " 

Margaret has been caned already by 
Mr. Keller, three days ago, and the 
memory is as fresh and bright as a 
newly minted coin, That caning was 
devastating: Its shock effect and 
also the sheer agonising pain. That 
night she scarcely slept a wink, 
This now is worse though, Much 
worse... 

THWACK!...'Yes impossible. Margart 
half stifles her Cry but there is 
nontheless a gasping yelp. The cane 
has zipped transversely in across 
the ripeness of her naked thrustout 
buttocks. Coming away the cane has 
left its mark: twin pink lines on 
the pale flesh, pink lines that 
immediately begin to darken as the 
buttocks quiver and clench. As the 
cane is raised again for the second 
time... 

TWAPP!.,,At least there is no 
thought of the humiliation now, no 
thought of the agonising 
embarrassment of being bent over 
bare-bottomed before the four men. 
There was that stomach-clenching 
feeling earlier but it is now gone: 
there is only room in Margaret's 
mind for the searing pain. In her 
poor bottom and flowing out in 
pulsating waves into the rest of her. 
‘By no means perfect. ‘Mr. Keller is 
placing his cane on the table. 'A lot 
of nolse, and a lot of movement as 
well, But we must be charitable:you 
are only beginning 'Margaret has been 
given six, although she herself 
could not state this precise number. 
They have all rolled into each 
other, fresh pain reinforcing the 
fire of the previous stroke. 
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It could be 60, But there are now six 
of those twin red lines clearly to be 
seen om Margaret's bottom; most of 
them roughly parallel, a ocuple criss- 
crossed. She is standing, with the 
fire still churning in her rear and 
her eyes glazed with tears. Dr. 
Edwards has got up from his chalr and 
Comes over. He takes Margaret's arm 
leading her away from the table. He 
hands her a drink, helping it to her 
mouth, Margaret half chokes. She is 
still without her skirt. Dr Edwards 
is saying what are suppposed to be 
comforting things and his hand is at 
her still buming buttocks. At the 
table Helen who has been watching 
with nervous eyes is now bending 
over, Lying herself across the table 
as Margaret had, 

‘THWAPP!' That sharp report of the 
cane again. THWACKK!!! Helen's 
performance is somewhat better than 
Margaret's. Gasping, grunting sounds 
but she avoids yelling out- until the 
last ome at least. Then Mr Keller 
decides he will make her yell out. 
And he does, Margaret is now sitting 
on the sofa betweern Dr. Edwards and 
one ofthe other men; sitting on that 
still burning bare hottom. Her head 
is in a spin: there is her own 
throbbing bottom and before her the 
spectacle of Helen's hare rear 
getting the same treatment while at 
the same time Dr. Edwards is 
unbuttoning her shirt. 
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her big boobs are jutting nudely 
out, Dr, Edwards 1s showing them 
admiringly to the other man. He 
does not need a second invitation, 
he begins examining them himself 
with mauling hands. 

* * ik 
It is not until the evening that 
Margaret has a proper chance to 
talk to Helen. The four men have 
gone off somewhere leaving the two 
girls to arrange the tents which is 
where they are to sleep tonight, 
‘Have you done any of this before?; 
Helen asks, meaning Camping. They 
are both in Margaret's tent 
spreading out the sleeping bag. 
Margaret says,' A little. But it 
wasn't like this.’ 
Helen laughs and makes a face. 'That 
Mr. Keller , he knows how to cane a 
girl don't you think?' 
Helen it seems works for one of 
those other men: Mr. Richards, who 
was the one pawing at Margaret's 
boobs when Dr, Edwards unbut toned 
her shirt right after the caning. 
He has a small factory making 
engine parts where Helen works in a 
clerical job. 'That's why I'm 
here, ' she says. 'I have to be a 
good girl for Mr Richards. I must 
do what he wants. that's what 
bosses are like. 
Margaret is mow having second 
thoughts about joining the Alpine 
Girls Club, There have been no 
glittering parties so far, only 
various awful things and Dr. 
Edwards making veiled suggestions 
that take her breath away. But 
Since getting here there has not 
really been any time to think. 
After the caning Margaret was 
mauled and grabbed for a while, 
with Helen getting the same 
treatment when her caning was over, 
It was Dr, Edwards and the two 
others doing it, Mr. Keller seeming 
Content to watch with a half-mused 
look. But then Mr, Keller had ddone 
the caning, The mauling went on for 
quite a while, making Margaret's 
head spin but at least it wasn't 
that diabolical cane, Mr. Keller 
did say ‘Perhaps they should have a 
refresher’ meaning the cane again 
but thank God he didn't. The girls 
were finally allowed to button 
their shirts and put on their 
skirts and were sent out to the 
kitchen to help Mr. Richards‘ 
housekeeper,Mrs. Steel, a lady of 
mature years and stern 
Countenance.'I think she would like 
to use Mr. Keller's cane, Helen 
whispered. Certainly Mrs. Steel did 
not seem too friendly - perhaps 
resenting their youth, good looks 
and shapely figures.For whatever 
reason Mrs. Steel proved a hard 
taskmaster, following Mr. Richards’ 
instruction to ‘keep them busy' 
with evident enthusiasm. There has 
been a meal, prepared by Mrs. steel 
and the girls and served to the men 
by Margaret and Helen who were 


afterwards allowed to have something 
themselves. After that...the 
instruction to get their tents 
readye. They are small two-person 
tents but the sleeping bags in them 
on the other hand are large. The one 
they are spreading out covers most of 
the floor area of Margaret's tent:it 
is in fact a double sleeping bag. 
Helen remarks on this with a sardonic 
laugh. ‘You will perhaps have some 
Company, do you think?' To keep you 
warm. This thought has somehow not 
occured to Margaret, Now when Helen 
Says it, it immediately becomes a 
real possibility to her mind.An awful 
possibility. 'No!She breathes. That 
laugh again. ‘Why not?Why not if they 
are golng to make us entertain these 
important men. Why should they not 
have that same privilege themselves. 
I think perhaps Mr. Keller may not 
want it, but the others,. and I think 
my Mr. Richards fancies you. I can 
see it in his eyes. That's OK, you 
can be my guest. I can tell you he is 
OK. I mean, well, could be worse, But 
if Mr. Keller comes here who comes 
for me, Mr Golden?; 'No | ‘Margaret 
gasps .They won't ..do that...' 

Helen puts her hand on Margaret's 
thigh. ‘Would you rather have the 
cane of Mr. Keller to warm you then? 
I think he is very keen on that cane, 
which is not so good for us. Mr. 
Richards quite likes the cane but he 
also likes other things." 


Nine pm. Or thereabouts, Someone is 
opening the flap of Margaret's tent. 
Untying the tapes and carefully 
pullingit apart. Margaret in the 
sleeping bag feels the urge to 
scream, A wild hysterical scream at 
the full volume of her lungs. It 
could be anyone:some tramp or 
vagabond who has got into the grounds 
and is going to...but, no, she knows 
it is not. It is Mr, Richards: as 
Helen has said he fancies her and now 
he has come as Helen has said he 
would. This realisation does not 
relieve the need to scream, the 
thought of Mr, Richards is virtually 
as bad as some old tramp:what he 
wants is no different . Margaret lies 
still, petrified, under the cover, He 
is inside the tent now, crawling up 
beside her.Feeling for the zip of the 
bag. Sliding it dom. 


‘Are you sleeping?; 


It is not Mr, Richards, It is Dr. 
Edwards. The zip is slid right dom 
and Dr, Edwards is in with her. His 
hands on her. Margaret 1s wearing 
only a short silk shift. It reaches 
dow to about her groin but now in 
the sleepin bag it is up round her 
waist, Dr, Edwards 's hand has gone 
یا‎ Ed In below her waist, Where 
it has been before. 


"So you are not asleep, ' 
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Perhaps missing the attentions of 
that young man?' Dr. Edwards’ voice 
is a harsh whisper in the darkness 
while his hand works away.'I am not 
surprised if you are missing it:as 
we have established you are a very 
responsive young woman, And that is 
the type we require, But of course 
her sexual activity mst be 
$trictly under control. Dr 

Edward's hand has kept going. As it 
did in Mr. Keller's car, and 
earlier in Margaret's room this 
morning. This time, though, it will 
not only be his hand, No, the hand 
has now been removed, Dr. Edwards 
is clambering over ontop of her. 
His heavy bulk for the moment 
threatens to stifle her. Margaret 
struggles for breath,..while Dr. 
Edwards gets in position. As soon 
as he is... Margaret yelps as she 
is entered, but he has made her wet 
and there is no resistance. 


It is mara moming, à an light 
filtering in through the walls of 
the little tent, when Margaret 
hears the shrill note of a whistle 
from otside. The blast 18 repeated, 
and then the shout, 'Up!' Her tent 
is shaken to further ensure she is 
not still sleeping. Margaret groans. 
she is not asleep, she has been 
awake for a considerable time - it 
seems like all night, Ever since 
that dreadful visit from Dr. 
Edwards. When he ..she can't bear 
to think about it and yet her mind 
wants to think of nothing else. Dr. 
Edwards...doing it to her. It is 
unbelievable but she hasn't dreamt 
it:it has happened. 'Testing,; Dr, 
Edwards said. Aterwards he said she 
had performed very well. 

‘Excellent, No problems at all,” 
And then Dr. Edwards in his pyjamas 
and dressing gown was Crawling back 
out of the tent and refastening the 
door tapes, Leaving Margaret 
staring wide-eyed but unseeing in 
the darkness. Has she slept at all 
since? It doesn't seem like it, She 
groans again. Someone is opening 
the door. a head. Mr, Keller. 

‘Get up. Margaret. Early mo ming 
exercises. I want you in just your 
knickers. Nothing else. 

she shakes her head, bleary-eyed. 
Yesterday it was no knickers, now 
Mr. Keller is saying wear knickers 
and nothing else, Another groan as 
she crawls out of bed. There is Dr. 
Edwards still filling her head, 
What if? and now ...knickers. Where 
are the knickers? Mr, Keller gave 
her knickers with the rest of the 
outfit but said she wasn't to wear 
them. Oh, here ,.,they are white 
silk, she pulls off the shift and 
gets the knickers on, What time is 
it? Exercises,...her head. 

Margaret clambers out of the tent, 
It is full light outside but early 
- and cold. 


Or at least it is cold if you have 
only knickers on. she shivers. 
Helen is also just emerging from her 
tent, Mr. Keller is a little way 
away, Further over there is Mr. 
Keller's chauffeur doing something.. 
‘Good morning, girls, Have you slept 
well? Are you fit? Mr. Keller sounds 
bright and cheerful. Helen groans, 
‘I'm freezing.' Like Margaret she is 
in only a pair of white knickers. 
Also like Margaret the nipples of 
her good-sized bare boobs are erect, 
thrusting out in the cool air. 
‘Perhaps the cane could warm you 
then?' and indeed Mr. Keller has his 
cane in his hand. Oh Christ! thinks 
Margaret. Not that. Not on this 
shivery cold morning, Mr, Keller 
give the cane a brisk slice through 
the air but seemingly is not about 
to use it on them right away. 
"Morning exercises then, girls. Get 
the blood moving,. Running on the 
spot, Knees up and a fast tempo. 
Starti. 

They start bouncing up and dom on 
the damp grass, Bouncing is the 
word with no Covering or support a 
girl's boobs, especially if they are 
large ones, are in violent motion. 
Margaret thinks of cupping her hands 
to hers but is sharply told to ‘Stop 
that!" And get her knees up higher. 
‘Up! Up!' She yelps out as Mr. 
Keller's cane whips in across her 
flank. That is wrong too, ‘We do not 
cry out like a baby he barks. 'Do 
you understand?; 

‘Yes, ; Margaret gasps. The cane 
Comes in again, to test her, across 
the flexing buttocks tightly 
Contained in the silk knickers. This 
time there is a despairing moan 
which perhaps does not Count as 
Crying out,. She manages to keep 
golng, lgnoring the stinging smart, 
lifting her knees as high as she 
cam. But Margaret is already 
breathing hard, she unfortunately is 
not used to hard physical exercise 
and is not fit, It is already 
noticeable that Helen who is fitter 
is performing in an easier, less 
laboured manner. it is noticeable to 
the sharp eyes of Mr. Keller 
certainly. 'Harder, Margaret. 
Harder! You are like an old cart- 
horse.’ he switches her again. 
Margaret is gasping. She is bigger 
than Helen for one thing. A bigger 
bottom and certainly bigger boobs. 
They are jouncing violently up and 
down, Mr, Keller calls out something 
to the chauffeur. Out of the comer 
of her eye Margaret sees him Come 
over, Something... 

He is holding the end of a 
gardenhose she now sees. He hands it 
to Mr. Keller , grinning, And then 
retreats out of the line of vision. 
she keeps her eyes to the front, 
Where Mr. Keller is now holding this 
hosepipe. Margaret struggles on with 
the running, hot now, her thighs 
heavy with fatigue. she can't keep 
this up for much longer 
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Suddenly thereis water coming out of the 
hose. The chauffeir must have turned the 
tap on somewhere. Why...? 
“You are hot, Margaret? Mr. Keller says. 
"You look hot.'And without warning the 
stream of water, formed into a hard spray 
by Mr. Keller's fingers,is directed right at 
her. The water is icy, or feels it. Margaret 
yells out. Dont stop, Keep moving! don't 
you dare stop! 
Margaret is already soaked in icy water, 
hitting her like a solid wall. It is enough to 
give her a heart attack, especially in her 
exhausted condition. She struggles to 
keep going. she has never felt anything 
like it. It is worse than Mr. Keller's cane; it 
is worse than anything Dr. Edwards has 
done. It is devastating. At last the 
dreadful dousing stops. 'Stand still now. At 
attention.” and Mr. Keller is turning his 
attention to Helen. Who all this time has 
also been running on the spot but without 
the benefit of that icy spray. Even Helen is 
looking a bit weary now. 
'Now the other one, eh?' say Mr. Keller 
simply - and turns the fierce jet on the 
brunette. ‘So: did you girls enjoy that 
invigorating work-out?’ The water has 
been tumed off and they are both 
Standing to attention in front of him. 
Margaret has been standing like this for 
some few minutes and is shivering badly. 
Helen shakes her head. She is looking as 
miserable as Margaret. They are two 
drowned rats, their soaking hair plastered 
to their heads.'You girls need to be fit and 
disciplined. You have to be a shining 
example so hard physical training is 
essential. And you have to be able to 
undergo hardship with fortidude.I can see 
at the moment you are not fit; you 
especially, Margaret. We will have to do 
something about that." 
Mr. Keller has that fanatical look again, as 
he did at Margaret’s house when he was 
going on about his thoughts to her 
mother. It is true what Helen says: Mr. 
Keller is different from the others. They 
want to do those things, mauling a girl's 
boobs and worse, but Mr. Keller is 
different. He has his vision and he will 
make them suffer to achieve it. "We will 
break now, ; he tells the shivering girls. 
"You can have a hot shower and then 
breakfast." 
This at least is heard with relief. Their 
dreadful ordeal is over. 'But first: 
Margaret. you, I think, must have a 
reminder of the extra effort we need. 
Kneel down. We will have a touch of the 
cane. Helen: you will stay at attention and 
watch.Margaret blurts something: half a 
despairing plea, halfa fearful yelp. 
"Silence! Get dowm on your 
hands and knees. At once. ' 
Helen looks on, nervous - 
eyed, as Margaret stumbles 
down, her body awkward from 
her exhausting effort and 
the freezing water. 


Down onto hands and knees on the 
wet grass as Mr. Keller has 
ordered, Her big bare boobs are 
pendent but the focus of Helen's 
eyes is inevitably Margaret's ripe 
bottom in the soaking wet 
knickers. The now transparent 
material clings to the blond 
girl's rear like a second skin, 
the crotch tight up between the 
flaring cheeks. Margaret's flesh 
is pink from the running but now 
with a bluish tinge to it. Helen's 
mouth opens as Mr. Keller raises 
the cane. If he hits her hard 
Margaret is really going to feel 
it in the condition she is in. 
The cane descends.,, 
it does come down hard. A 
sickening SPLATT1...sound on the 
wet knickers which for all the 
protections they give might as 
well not be there, Margaret makes 
a gasping, gurgling sound and 
collapses on her face. 

* * * 
'Your poor bum, "It's got some 
nasty marks on it.’ 
Four of them to be precise, 
because when Margaret fell flat on 
her face in front of the tents she 
was immediately made to get up 
again and assume the hands - and - 
knees position as before, To take 
three further pistol-like shots of 
Mr. Keller's cane, Helen and 
Margaret are now in the 
bathroom.They have each had a warm 
shower, For Margaret, though, the 
effect of this is to dispel any 
numbness brought on by the cold 
and her bottom is now really 
throbbing, If anything hurting 
more than before. She wipes at her 
eyes. she can't help it, she is 
Crylng . This whole business is 
too much. the Alpine Girls Club: 
does her mother imagine that this 
is how it is? 
‘Last night, ' Helen says, 'You 
didn't get Mr, Richards; unless he 
came later, after he was in my 
tent. Mr. Golden perhaps? Margaret 
shakes her head. she must pull 
herself together, If Mr, Keller 
sees her like this it will be even 
worse. He will cane her again for 
crying. Alpine Girls have to be 
strong; disciplined. Oh 
Christ!'"Dr. Edwards', she says. 
Margaret doesn't want to talk to 
Helen about it. Helen probably 
knows more about these matter. 
Because what ٦۹ 
Helen's eyes have become rounded. 
‘Dr. Edwards! and he checks you 
out? Your performance.'that is 
precisely what Dr. Edwards claimed 
he was doing. The thought makes 
Margaret feel ill. She would like 
to ask Helen but it is 
embarrassing and anyway they now 
have to get dressed and go down. 
'Your bottom, Helen says. ‘I 
should ask Dr, Edwards for 
something, Some cream, 


Margaret has no intention of 
asking Dr. Edwards for cream even 
though her bottom is really 
humming still. Because how can she 
know he won't get her in some 
little room on that excuse.. and 
Simply...do it again? she reaches 
for her skirt. But...what is to 
stop him dolng that anyway? She 
feels like crying again. 
‘Our knickers,' Helen in just her 
shirt is saying. "It's no knickers 
again I suppose. Unless we have to 
wear those wet ones.’ 
Presumably it is no knickers. They 
have only been given one pair with 
their outfits - perhaps on the 
basis that they will mostly not be 
wearing them. Helen is fastening 
her skirt. ‘What now I wonder? 
some horrible thing I expect. Mr, 
Keller's cane again. Or perhaps 
Dr. Edwards thinks it is time to 
check me out,‘ 
Margaret doesn't reply, It is bad 
luck to talk about it. but it will 
be something horrible all right. 
she is sure of that 

= 


There is tennis for one thing, It 
comes a little later after the 
girls have had a chance to digest 
their breakfasts. A tennis match 
or Contest between Helen and 
Margaret. 'Tenmis is an excellent 
test of skill, co-ordination and 
stamina,’ declares Mr. 
Keller.There is nothing more 
delightful than a beautiful, 
shapely girl bounding athletically 
about the tennis court, 

So says Mr. Keller. It is all very 
well except that Margaret is not a 
tennis player. She is not really a 
sports player at all, not having 
that essential co-ordination and 
as well, has demonstrated this 
morning, she is not fit. Her 
pleading to this effect when they 
are told what is to take place 
naturally cuts no ice with Mr. 
Keller. 'Then you will learn. And 
very repidly I hope. Or would you 
prefer another caning first to 
inspire you?' 

Mr, Richard's house has a tennis 
Court in the grounds, as well as a 
Swimming pool. Tennis shoes and 
socks, ' Mr. Keller tells the girls. 
"But that is all, We want to see 
these lovely young bodies in 
action.” Yes, the girls are to 
play in the nude. 

Helen makes a face, It is at least 
now ٭‎ warm morning, Sunny and 
bright, after that cool, not to 
say icy, start. Margaret 1s 
looking mortified. In response to 
her whispered query whether Helen 
can play she has said '4 little.; 
Margaret is certain this is a 
modest understatement: she knows 
Helen can play well. To complete 
matters Mr. Keller says, 'To 
provide more interest and 
competition the losing girl will 
receive a special caning.' 


At the tennis court the girls 
reluctantly remove their clothes. 
Mr, Keller and his companions are 
all standing watching with 
interest, as is also the 
chauffeur, He has the rackets and 
balls and also two pairs of 
tennis shoes and white ankle 
socks, It 1s for Margaret at 
least another desperate 
experience. She tries to ignore 
the five pairs of male eyes as, 
nude, she sits on the seat to 
pull on socks and sneakers, and 
then...a racket in her 
hand...onto the Court. On her 
bottom can still be seen the 
marks of Mr. Keller's early 
morning attentions, As Margaret 
has forseen the match is a 
disaster. Helen is an expert 
player, Helen can quickly see she 
is Streets better than Margaret 
and of Course she doesn't want to 
be the one to get the caning. She 
nonetheless tones down her play, 
so as not to show Margaret up. 
But Mr. Richards knows how good 
she is and can see she is not 
trying. A whispered word to Mr. 
Keller, Play is abruptly stopped. 
Helen is called over to the 
side...and is told to bend over. 
Mr, Keller gives her two brisk, 
hard cuts with his cane. After 
that the match is a rout. 
Margaret's performance against 
the expert Helen, who now is 
playing in eamest, is abject, 
abyssmal. At the end of it, 
exhausted again, she wants only 
to find some little hole to crawl 
into and never come out. But 
there is no little hole... 
Margaret is in tears as she 
stumbles off the court at the end 
of it, These tears will not help 
matters. An Alpine Girl should 
never produce such a hopeless 
performance but equally she must 
never show this weakness in 
adversity, Clearly she will need 
to be taught a salutary lessons 
that girls can expect to show 
improvement.'You will of course 
be caned, Margaret.’ The stern 
voice of Mr. Keller ‘I said it 
would be a special caning, and it 
will be: you certainly need it. 
Each one of us will cane you in 
turn. I think that well before it 
is over you will be sure you will 
not wish to undergo such a 
session again, Do I make myself 
clear?' 

Margaret is standing desperate- 
eyed before them. Her bare body 
is slick with sweat, her lungs 
beneath those trembling tits are 
still gasping for breath. She 
weakly shakes her head. Helen 
Standing a few paces away and 
also nude feels dreadful. She 
feels in a way responsible, for 
showing Margaret up, but she had 


no Choice after the two stinging 
cuts which Mr. Keller gave her. 
‘She may have trouble keeping 
still.' Mr. Keller is now 
addressing Helen.'So I want you 
to hold her arms. Lie yourself 
over the arm of the seat, 
Margaret. Head and arms dom in 
the seat. Helen will hold you 
there.' Being caned by all four 
of them in turn!the emormity of 
it can't be taken in by 
Margaret's mind. There is no way 
she can take all four: Mr. Keller 
alone is impossible. But all four 
of them!.,. She is nonetheless 
bend ing men the arm of the 
seat.Dr. Edwards is assisting, 
positioning her. 'I can give you 
something to bite on,' he tells 
her, ‘A cork? That can help." 
But Margaret, zombie-like, shakes 
her head. She is in some kind of 
nightmare. Helen reluctantly sits 
on the seat to take Margaret's 
arms, Holding Margaret will be as 
had as getting the cane herself. 
Well, almost. she purses her 
lips, Mr. Keller is handing the 
cane to Mr. Golden. 'Go first. 
Warm her up, ' 
Margaret in her nightmare can 
hear this. There are four of 
them. 
THWAPP!,..the first one. slicing 
in across Margaret's sweat-wet 
bottom. A moaning gasp. Her body 
automatically jerking, writhing, 
her stricken bottom in particular 
in a convulsive movement. 
“THWACK!!! THWAPP1!!!' 
Helen is deliberately not 
Counting, she can't hear it, 
Because it is not just Margaret. 
Poor Margaret who says she has 
not had the cane before and who 
is also pretty hopeless at 
tennis, No, it is more the 
thought of herself. 1t could 
easily be herself lying here in 
front of the four men and 
Margaret holding her arms. And no 
doubt it will be. Helen has been 
caned by Mr. Richards but no more 
than six ever.How many has 
Margaret had? Helen won't think. 
Perhaps it is only two... though 
she knows that is not possibly 
true. 

* * 
Dr, Edwards puts his arm round 
Margaret's waist, pulling her to 
her feet. A girl learns from a 
lesson like that' 
Now then: our other recruit. We 
must keep her busy. some more 
exercise. 
It is Mr. Golden who suggests 
upside-down cycling,. Cycling her 
legs in the air. Perhaps 20 
minutes non-stop and of Course 
the cane. Mr. Keller agrees that 
this is a good exercise. Helen 
swallows. She is still wearing 
only tennis socks and sneakers. 
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